'Have you heard/ he said, 'that the English major and
his wife are leaving?5

My head throbbed violently. 'When?9

'We do not know. Monsieur Ducios had the news. He
is very well informed. It is best, I think. Best,, that iss
that the English go. There would be difficulty after yester-
day's affair. We shall be seeing you on the beach this
morning?' He winked. The American miss is already
down there.'

I made some vague reply and they passed on. The very
thing that I had feared had happened. Not that there was
the remotest possibility that Major Clandon-Hartley was
a spy. That was too absurd. And yet there was the fact
of Mrs Clandon-Hartley being an Italian. My mind went
back to the Commissaire's room and Beghin's persistent
questions as to my Italian acquaintances. It was not
possible, but ...

There was only one thing to do; telephone Beghin
immediately. I gulped down my coffee and made my way
through the lounge and the hall to the drive. I got no
farther than halfway along it. Coming towards me from
the gap in the trees that led to the garden was the Major;
and he was showing every sign of wishing to intercept me.

'Been looking for you everywhere, Vadassy/ he greeted
me when he was within talking distance. I stopped and
he came up to me. He dropped his voice a trifle furtively.
'If you're not specially busy at the moment I'd like a
private word with you.'

I must confess that, in spite of the obvious stupidity of
the idea, the first thing that entered my head was the
thought that the Major was going to confess to being a
spy. I hesitated for a moment., then bowed formally.
'Certainly, Major. I am at your disposal.'
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